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SERMON. 


Psalm  xcvii.  10. 
HE  PRESERVETH  THE  SOULS  OF  HIS  SAINTS. 

A  VERY  affecting  dispensation  of  Divine  Provi- 
dence has  summoned  us  at  this  hour  to  the  house  of 
God.  Death  has  come  into  the  midst  of  you,  my 
respected  friends,  under  circumstances  unusually 
tender  and  solemn.  The  remains  of  one,  who  sus- 
tained toward  you  all  an  interesting  relation,  of  one, 
whom  you  esteemed  and  loved,  lie  before  us  in  the 
cold  embrace  of  death.  We  can  only  look  on  the 
lifeless  form.  With  the  deathless  spirit,  we  can 
realize  no  communion.  But  it  is  a  most  consoling 
thought,  that  this  spirit,  unhurt  by  what  death  has 
done,  is  now  safe,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  such  a 
happiness,  such  a  bliss,  as  cannot  be  experienced  by 
any  while  they  continue  in  the  flesh. 

It  is  a  most  precious  truth,  that  God  "preserveth 
the  souls  of  his  saints."  It  is  a  truth,  which  may 
well  sustain  the  disciples  of  Jesus  while  approaching 


6 

eternal  scenes,  and  which  may  well  afford  support 
and  consolation  to  such  as  mourn  the  loss  of  Chris- 
tian friends.  This  truth,  precious  as  it  is,  is  not  so 
fully  realized  as  it  ought  to  be.  While  most  per- 
sons, living  amid  the  privileges  of  the  gospel,  are 
ready  in  general  terms  to  acknowledge  God  as  their 
preserver,  they  seem  to  think  of  him  merely  as  the 
supporter  of  their  bodies,  the  sustainer  of  natural 
life.  They  admit  that  it  is  he,  who  holds  them  up 
from  the  grave,  who  gives  them  activity  and  strength 
to  engage  in  the  scenes  and  the  labors  of  this  world. 
They  see  themselves  to  be  liable  to  suffer  many 
evils.  Diseases  of  various  character  and  name  are 
abroad,  and  they  bring  multitudes  down  to  a  bed  of 
feebleness  and  distress.  How  much  anxiety  is  often 
felt  by  most  persons  lest  some  prevailing  sickness 
should  visit  them !  How  many  hopes  and  fears  were 
excited  a  few  years  since,  in  consequence  of  the  ex- 
istence in  our  country  of  that  pestilence,  which  in 
so  short  a  period  swept  away  such  numbers  of  our 
race !  The  strong  desire  of  all  was,  that  they 
might  be  preserved  among  the  living.  What  mu- 
tual anxieties  were  cherished  on  the  part  of  beloved 
relatives  and  friends  for  the  health  and  life  of  each 
other !  Such  solicitude  is  more  or  less  indulged  at 
all  times  by  individuals,  both  in  respect  to  them- 
selves and  those  who  are  dear  to  them. 


But  how  much  less  anxious  thought  has  been 
awakened  in  reference  to  the  soul,  and  to  the  evils 
to  which  it  is  constantly  exposed.  The  soul  is  the 
far  better  part.  It  is  capable  of  far  higher  enjoy- 
ment. It  can  endure  far  keener  suiferings.  Under 
the  visitations  of  wasting  disease  and  intense  pain, 
the  body  often  crumbles  back  to  its  dust.  At  best, 
it  soon  begins  to  decay,  and  finally  sinks  beneath 
a  weight  of  years.  But  the  soul  will  not  thus  cease 
to  exist.  He,  who  in  wisdom  formed  it,  destined  it 
to  immortality ;  but  it  will  not  be  an  immortality  of 
happiness,  unless  it  be  preserved  from  the  dangers 
that  threaten  it. 

The  language  of  the  text  brings  to  view  a  truth, 
which  we  often  meet  as  we  turn  over  the  pages  of 
holy  writ ;  a  truth,  however,  which  many  overlook, 
which  many  endeavor  to  explain  away.  It  is  this. 
There  are  but  two  classes  of  persons  recognized  in 
the  scriptures,  the  saint  and  the  sinner.  There  are 
great  varieties  in  these  classes.  Some,  who  have 
become  Christians,  are  more  humble,  more  consist- 
ent, more  devoted,  more  like  Christ  than  others. 
On  the  other  hand,  some,  who  continue  in  impeni- 
tence, are  more  amiable  in  their  dispositions,  more 
useful  in  society,  more  moral  in  their  conduct,  than 
many  others  yet  remaining  in  sin.  Still,  however, 
the  distinction  exists  between  the  righteous  and  the 
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wicked.  To  the  saints,  exceeding  great  and  precious 
promises  are  made,  while  none  are  directed  to  those 
who  continue  impenitent.  How  safe  is  the  condition 
of  all,  w^ho  look  to  the  living  God  for  refuge  and  for 
help !  I  will  never  leave  thee,  nor  forsake  thee,  is 
the  language  addressed  by  the  Father  of  mercies  to 
every  individual  who  trusts  in  him. 

It  is  an  interesting  thought,  that  these  precious 
promises  have  respect  in  a  very  especial  sense  to 
the  souls  of  God's  people.  Their  bodies  are  as  frail 
as  those  of  others.  Pain  and  disease  take  hold  upon 
them.  Disappointments  and  afflictions  attend  them; 
but  these  are  only  outward  evils.  They  cannot  in- 
jure the  inner  man,  the  more  glorious,  the  immortal 
part. 

"  God  preserveth  the  souls  of  his  saints." 

It  may  here  be  observed  that  the  fact,  that  the 
soul  has  been  renewed  by  divine  grace,  is  not 
enough  of  itself  to  preserve  it.  Man  was  created 
holy.  He  was  formed  in  the  moral  image  of  his 
Maker ;  but  he  was  constituted  a  free  agent,  having 
the  power  to  choose  whether  he  would  obey  or  dis- 
obey the  divine  commands.  The  very  fact,  that  he 
was  put  on  probation,  supposes  a  liability  to  fall. 
If,  therefore,  one  who  was  made  upright,  who  was 
free  from  sinful  propensities,  fell  from  that  holy  and 
happy  state,  it  is  very  evident  that  they,  who  are 


but  partially  sanctified,  might  be  liable  to  wander 
to  an  infinite  moral  distance  fi'om  God  and  fi:'om 
heaven.  It  is  the  promise  of  a  mercifiil  Father, 
which  secures  all  such  fi:'om  utterly  apostatizing 
fi:'om  him.  The  souls  of  the  saints  would  come 
short  of  heaven  at  last,  if  they  were  not  continually 
preserved  by  him,  who  formed  them.  They  are 
entirely  dependent  on  him.  His  grace  is  suffi- 
cient for  them,  and  of  this  they  have  the  full  assur- 
ance. The  prevailing  feelings  of  all  pious  persons 
are  right.  Their  habitual  aim  is  to  live  to  the  glory 
of  God,  and  to  put  forth  their  best  efforts  for  the 
salvation  of  perishing  men.  They  are,  however, 
occasionally  turned  aside  by  means  of  those  sinful 
propensities,  which  are  yet  unsubdued.  These  re- 
maining propensities  to  evil  are  like  leaven.  They 
would  spread  through  all  the  soul,  and  bring  ruin 
upon  it,  were  it  not  for  the  preserving  grace  of  God. 
How  much  should  the  saints  think  of  this!  How 
should  they  be  humbled  in  view  of  their  own  weak- 
ness !  How  earnest  and  incessant  should  they  be  in 
their  supplications  to  him,  who  alone  can  preserve 
them  from  the  corrupt  inclinations,  which  find  a 
place  in  their  own  hearts ! 

If  God  did  not  preserve  the  souls  of  the  saints, 
they  would  fall  a  prey  to  the  wiles  of  the  adversary. 
That  the  father  of  lies  has  access  to  the  minds  of 
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men,  is  a  truth  clearly  revealed  in  the  scriptures. 
Even  the  spotless  Redeemer,  when  he  was  in  the 
flesh,  was  assailed  by  his  temptations.  His  follow- 
ers, at  best  imperfect  and  sinful,  cannot  expect  an 
exemption  from  what  he  himself  has  endured.  Such 
motives  as  can  be  suggested  by  him,  who  is  skilled 
in  deception,  are  often  presented  before  their  minds. 
Human  strength  is  not  enough  to  resist  them.  Sa- 
tan's fiery  darts  Christians  cannot  bear  without  a 
helper  near.  Though  this  great  enemy  of  all  good 
may  be  compared  to  a  strong  man  armed  ;  yet 
there  is  one  stronger  than  he.  Christ  has  con- 
quered Satan.  It  is  in  the  strength,  in  the  grace, 
in  the  promise,  of  him  that  the  Christian  may  have 
confidence,  that  his  soul  will  be  preserved  from  the 
subtle  devices  of  the  adversary.  What  the  Christian 
commits  to  him,  he  will  keep,  and  no  enemy  can 
pluck  it  out  of  his  hands. 

Reference  has  already  been  made  to  the  fact, 
that  the  body  is  perishable,  while  in  no  sense  can 
this  be  predicated  concerning  the  soul  of  the  Chris- 
tian. Behold  the  child  of  God  upon  a  dying  bed. 
The  earthly  house  of  his  tabernacle  is  falling.  The 
grim  messenger  is  giving  indubitable  evidence,  that 
he  is  doing  his  work.  His  cold  chills  are  perceived. 
The  "pulse  is  faint  and  few."  Now  and  then 
some  broken  sentences  are  uttered.     Perhaps  the 
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prayer  of  the  dying  Stephen  is  offered,  "Lord  Je- 
sus, receive  my  spirit ;"  and  the  stillness  of  death 
is  there.  The  body  is  as  motionless  as  the  dust  to 
which  it  is  soon  to  be  committed. 

"  But  oh,  the  soul  that  never  dies  ! 
At  once  it  leaves  the  clay  I 
Ye  thoughts,  pursue  it  where  it  flies, 
And  track  its  wondrous  way." 

It  is  a  very  interesting  thought  to  the  saints,  that 
the  soul  is  never  inactive,  whatever  may  be  the 
condition  of  the  body ;  that  he,  who  gave  it  exist- 
ence, can  have  access  to  it  at  all  times ;  that  at  the 
very  moment  when  the  dying  strife  is  going  on,  it 
may  be  calmly  reposing  on  the  breast  of  the  Savior ; 
it  may  have  the  most  sweet  and  joyful  communion 
with  God ;  it  may  be  just  beginning  to  experience 
those  things  which  eye  has  not  seen,  which  ear  has 
not  heard,  even  the  things  which  God  has  prepared 
for  them,  who  love  him. 

0,  it  is  a  most  animating  consideration,  that  he 
who  preserves  the  soul  from  the  moment  it  is  com- 
mitted to  his  hands  till  the  period  when  it  is  about 
to  break  its  connection  with  the  body,  will  by  no 
means  forsake  it  then.  "  Precious  in  the  sight  of 
the  Lord  is  the  death  of  his  saints."  The  depar- 
ture of  the  Christian  from  the  present  world  is  a 
matter  of  interest  to  the  Father  of  our  spirits.     Of 
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the  holy  angels  the  Apostle  thus  speaks — "  Are 
they  not  all  ministering  spirits,  sent  forth  to  minis- 
ter for  them,  who  shall  be  heirs  of  salvation  ?"  If 
these  holy  beings  are  attendant  at  times  upon  those, 
who  are  to  inherit  bliss  and  glory  above,  if  the  an- 
gels of  the  Lord  encamp  round  about  them  that  fear 
him,  will  they  not  be  commissioned  by  him,  at 
whose  command  they  fly  to  do  his  will,  to  be  pres- 
ent at  that  most  interesting  crisis,  when  the  separa- 
tion between  the  soul  and  the  body  is  about  to  take 
place,  that  they  may  attend  the  immortal  spirit  thus 
freed  from  its  prison  and  its  clay  to  the  pure  re- 
gions of  the  blessed  ?  Under  such  circumstances, 
how  safe  will  be  the  souls  of  the  saints  !  Angels 
know  the  way  to  the  place  w^here  God  resides,  and 
where  the  spirits  of  the  just  made  perfect  bow  and 
wonder,  and  adore  and  love !  Once  admitted  with- 
in the  gates  of  the  New  Jerusalem,  the  happy  spirit 
will  go  no  more  out  forever.  Men  may  lose  their 
earthly  substance,  they  may  be  robbed  of  their  in- 
heritance here  ;  but  the  redeemed  soul  enters  upon 
a  possession,  that  cannot  be  taken  away.  0,  how 
much  is  implied  in  the  declaration — "He  preserveth 
the  souls  of  his  saints"!  How  delightful  the  truth 
to  all  who  hope  in  his  mercy  !  Verily  the  children 
of  God  have  nothing  to  fear.  Their  all  is  secure. 
Their  souls  are  united  to  Christ  as  the  branch  is 
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united  to  the  vine.  Their  gracious  Redeemer  has 
promised  that  they  shall  never  be  separated  from 
his  love. 

"  Firm  as  his  throne  his  promise  stands, 

And  he  can  well  secure, 
Vi^hal  I  've  committed  to  his  hands, 

Till  the  decisive  hour. 
Then  will  ha  own  my  worthless  name, 

Before  his  Father's  face  ; 
And  in  the  New  Jerusalem 

Appoint  my  sovl  a  place." 

In  view  of  the  subject  before  us  I  remark, 
1.     That    God   highly   values    the    souls  of  the 
saints. 

His  sleepless  eye  is  ever  fixed  upon  a  soul  as 
soon  as  it  becomes  transformed  into  his  glorious 
image.  Hov^  much  care  does  he  exercise  every  in- 
stant to  keep  the  souls  of  his  people  in  the  right 
way,  and  to  afford  that  light  and  quickening  and 
spiritual  nourishment,  which  are  so  much  needed ! 
What  succor  in  temptation,  what  strength  in  weak- 
ness, what  support  in  afflictions,  does  he  give  that 
no  enemy  may  be  permitted  to  gain  the  victory  over 
one  immortal  spirit,  that  has  been  washed  in  the 
blood  of  the  lamb,  and  that  is  tending  upward  to 
the  skies !  That  is  generally  very  highly  prized, 
which  is  very  carefully  preserved.  The  fact,  that 
God  preserves  the  souls  of  the  saints  at  all  times,  is 
in  itself  evidence,  that  even  he,  who  is  adored  by 
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the  heavenly  throng,  greatly  values  them.  How 
interesting  the  thought  to  the  Christian,  that  the 
Father  of  mercies  values  his  soul  so  highly,  and 
makes  it  so  constantly  the  object  of  his  kind  and 
gracious  care ! 

2.  If  we  would  have  our  souls  preserved  by 
God,  we  must  commit  them  to  his  faithful  keeping. 

The  soul,  that  is  impenitent,  is  in  one  sense  in 
the  hands  of  the  great  enemy,  and  exposed  to  be 
led  captive  at  his  will.  It  cannot  under  such  cir- 
cumstances be  within  those  limits  in  which  the  Fa- 
ther of  lights  exercises  his  preserving  care  and  his 
complacential  love.  When  we  desire  another  to 
preserve  a  treasure  for  us,  we  put  it  into  his  hands. 
If  we  would  have  God  preserve  our  souls,  we  must 
commit  them  to  him.  "I  know,"  said  the  Apostle, 
"whom  I  have  believed,  and  am  persuaded  that  he 
is  able  to  keep  that,  which  I  have  committed  unto 
him."  What  did  Paul  thus  commit  to  Christ  ? 
His  spiritual  interests ;  his  immortal  soul.  How 
did  he  commit  his  undying  spirit  to  the  Redeemer  ? 
By  renouncing  the  world  as  the  chief  object  of  his 
pursuit,  by  giving  his  best  and  holiest  affections  to 
him,  by  enduring  hardships  to  honor  his  name  and 
to  promote  his  cause,  by  exercising  an  unshaken 
faith  in  him.  They,  who  repose  implicit  trust  in 
the  Savior  of  sinners,  depend  on  him  alone  for  sal- 
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vation,  and  they  are  never  disappointed.  Faith, 
which  works  by  love,  brings  the  soul  near  to  the 
gracious  Redeemer.  Faith  commits  it  to  his  hands, 
and  there  it  is  safe.  Every  Christian  has  performed 
one  act,  which  is  greater  in  its  consequences,  which 
is  marked  by  more  wisdom,  than  any  act  that  any 
worldly  man  has  ever  accomplished.  It  is  the  act, 
which  is  described  in  this  expressive  language  : — 

"  Jesus,  to  lliy  dear  faithful  hand, 
My  naked  soul  1  trust." 

To  all,  who  are  giving  their  affections  to  this 
world,  I  would  say,  as  you  value  the  happiness  of 
the  saint  and  the  joys  of  heaven,  fail  not  to  perform 
this  most  important  act  without  any  delay.  Mo- 
tives from  three  worlds  urge  you  to  do  it ! 

3.  What  will  become  of  the  souls,  God  has  not 
promised  to  preserve  ! 

These  cannot  be  secure.  They  have  not  been 
committed  to  the  Savior's  hands.  They  are  on  the 
stream  of  time  without  a  guide.  The  boundless 
ocean  of  eternity  is  before  them.  There  is  no  star 
of  Bethlehem  to  enlighten  their  way.  There  is  no 
friend  to  receive  them  when  their  course  is  finished. 
All  before  them  is  dark  and  fearful.  0,  what  wull 
they  do  without  an  efficient  helper,  without  an  Al- 
mighty Preserver ! 
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Ye,  that  care  for  this  world  and  neglect  another, 
ye,  that  care  for  the  body  and  neglect  the  soul, 
what  is  your  prospect !  What  are  your  hopes  for 
coming  years,  for  eternal  scenes !  On  whom  are 
you  depending  for  aid  when  the  last  struggle  comes 
on,  when  you  shall  be  passing  through  the  swellings 
of  Jordan !  Who  will  preserve  your  souls  when 
they  break  away  from  their  tenements  of  clay  and 
take  their  flight  into  another  world  !  The  souls  of 
the  saints  will  be  conducted  to  the  bosom  of  ever- 
lasting rest.  The  great  Redeemer  will  take  care 
of  them.  He  will  bring  them  safe  to  the  heavenly 
shore.  But  what  will  become  of  yours  !  Who  will 
conduct  them  amid  eternal  scenes !  Who  will  be 
their  associates  while  uncounted  years  roll  onward ! 

4.  How  interesting  to  contemplate  the  condition 
of  departed  saints ! 

They  are  safe  and  happy  in  heaven,  their  home. 
Their  souls  have  entered  upon  the  long  promised, 
long  wished  for  rest.  Their  joy  in  God  is  full. 
They  are  no  strangers,  no  intruders  in  the  company 
into  which  they  have  been  introduced.  They  are 
bidden  welcome  there.  They  have  a  heart  to  enter 
immediately  into  their  holy  and  happy  employ- 
ments. They  strike  the  golden  harps.  They  unite 
in  joyful  praises  to  the  triune  God. 

When  a  saint  dies,  earth  sustains  a  loss  ;    but 
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there  is  gain  in  heaven.  If  there  is  joy  in  that 
blessed  world  when  a  sinner  repents,  there  must  be 
even  greater  joy  when  a  Christian  arrives  at  his  end- 
less home.  And  0,  what  gain  for  the  Christian  him- 
self to  exchange  earth  for  heaven  !  By  the  faithful 
and  impressive  representations  of  the  Bible,  we 
have  some  conception  of  what  heaven  is.  We 
know  by  experience  what  are  the  sorrows  and  dis- 
tresses of  this  world.  There,  we  are  informed, 
that  there  is  entire  freedom  from  every  disappoint- 
ment and  every  pain,  that  every  tear  shall  be  wiped 
from  every  eye,  and  that  sorrow  and  sighing  shall 
flee  away.  We  read  also  of  the  golden  streets  of 
the  celestial  city,  of  the  new  song  of  Moses  and  the 
Lamb,  which  they  all  sing  in  the  most  perfect  and 
delightful  harmony.  But  still  "  eye  hath  not  seen, 
nor  ear  heard,  neither  have  entered  into  the  heart 
of  man  the  things  which  God  has  prepared  for 
those  that  love  him."  Should  any  of  us,  my  hear- 
ers, be  so  happy  as  to  walk  these  golden  streets 
and  sing  these  heavenly  songs,  how  changed,  how 
enlarged,  how  ennobled,  how  exalted  will  be  our 
views  of  the  world  of  glory,  compared  with  what 
they  must  be,  while  we  are  dwellers  in  this  dark 
and  distant  and  wicked  portion  of  the  dominions  of 
God !  Some  indeed  even  here,  in  a  high  and  happy 
state  of  religious  feeling,  seem  almost  to  be  in  hea- 
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ven  ;  but  it  is  in  fact  only  an  earnest  of  the  place, 
only  an  imperfect  foretaste.  All  that  can  be  expe- 
rienced here  by  the  most  holy  of  men,  must  fall  im- 
measurably short  of  the  blessed  reality.  Must  not 
every  Christian,  when  entering  into  that  bright 
world,  be  overwhelmed  by  the  greatness  and  joyful- 
ness  of  the  scene,  and  exclaim,  Is  this  heaven  ? 
Are  we  to  enjoy  all  this,  and  to  enjoy  it  forever  ? 
Amid  such  scenes,  how  will  their  hearts  swell  with 
gratitude  and  joy  unspeakable  !  With  what  fulness 
of  soul  will  they  cry — "  Thou  wast  slain  and  hast 
redeemed  us  to  God  by  thy  blood"! 

The  subject  before  us,  my  hearers,  very  naturally 
directs  our  attention  to  the  amiable  character  and 
the  devoted  life  of  that  excellent  woman,  whose 
funeral  solemnities  we  are  now  attending.  In  at- 
tempting to  give  a  sketch  of  her  Christian  character, 
my  object  is  not  to  eulogize  the  dead ;  but  to  mag- 
nify the  grace  of  God,  and  to  lead  others  to  imitate 
her  example,  so  far  as  it  was  in  conformity  with  the 
requisitions  of  the  gospel. 

In  addition  to  a  well  cultivated  mind  and  a  correct 
acquaintance  with  human  nature,  she  possessed  a 
good  judgment,  an  affectionate  and  sympathizing 
heart.  She  was  prudent  and  discreet.  The  heart 
of  her  husband  safely  trusted  in  her.  No  remark 
was  heard  from  her  lips  tending  to  sow  discord,  or 
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to  wound  the  feelings  of  others.  On  the  contrary, 
she  was  accustomed  to  be  silent  respecting  those 
who  were  absent,  unless  she  could  speak  in  their 
favor.  Deeply  interested  in  the  relation  which  she 
sustained  to  this  religious  society,  as  the  companion 
of  their  pastor,  she  felt  as  a  mother  and  a  sister  to- 
ward them  all,  solicitous  for  their  welfare,  and  ten- 
der of  their  reputation  and  feelings. 

Benevolence  was  a  prominent  trait  in  her  char- 
acter. She  never  restrained  the  hand  of  her  husband 
from  giving  ;  but  encouraged  and  urged  forward 
every  plan  for  doing  good,  submitting  to  privations 
and  toils,  that  the  ministry  might  not  be  hindered, 
and  that  greater  good  might  be  done  both  by  her- 
self and  her  partner.  She  rejoiced  in  all  the  benev- 
olent objects  of  the  day,  and  she  could  never  be 
satisfied  till  she  had  contributed  something  in  aid  of 
their  respective  claims.  She  was  given  to  hospi- 
tality. The  ministers  of  the  gospel  and  other  Chris- 
tian friends,  she  always  welcomed  to  her  dwelling 
with  cheerfulness  and  cordiality. 

As  a  daughter,  she  was  dutiful  and  affectionate ; 
as  a  sister,  she  was  ardent  in  attachment,  and  de- 
voted to  the  happiness  of  those  she  held  so  dear ; 
as  a  wife,  she  was  tender  and  faithful,  sympathizing 
with  her  beloved  husband  in  the  joys  and  sorrows, 
which  are  peculiar  to  the  ministers  of  Christ ;  as  a 
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mother,  she  was  kind,  vigilant  and  impartial,  sus- 
taining authority  by  mildness,  firmness  and  decision, 
and  often  by  example  and  precept,  directing  her 
beloved  children  in  the  vi^ay  of  duty  and  of  life. 
As  a  Christian,  she  vi^as  humble,  spiritual,  consist- 
ent and  devoted.  It  was  her  practice  to  set  apart 
portions  of  each  day  for  secret  prayer.  She  dwelt 
much  on  her  own  unworthiness  and  sinfulness,  and 
was  generally  inclined  to  write  bitter  things  against 
herself.  Salvation  for  perishing  sinners  through 
grace,  rich  and  sovereign  grace,  was  her  delightful 
theme. 

Her  first  religious  impressions  were  received  in 
1808.  She  was  then  thirteen  years  of  age;  and, 
standing  by  the  bed-side  of  her  dying  father,  heard 
him  say  "Leave  thy  fatherless  children,  I  will  pre- 
serve them  alive;  and  let  thy  widows  trust  in  me." 
The  impressions  thus  made  were  deepened  on  her 
going  from  home  to  reside  a  few  months  at  an  acad- 
emy, in  1812.  From  this  time,  she  seems  to  have 
sought  the  Lord  with  all  her  heart.  For  several 
years,  she  prayed,  and  watched,  and  wept.  It  is 
within  the  recollection  of  many,  how  prayerfully  and 
unblameably  she  lived,  never  quite  despairing  of 
mercy,  but  still  continuing  to  walk  in  darkness.  But 
her  heavenly  Father  was  bringing  her  by  a  way  she 
knew  not ;  and  by  appointing  many  days  and  nights 
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of  godly  sorrow,  was  preparing  her  for  that  emi- 
nence in  piety  to  which  she  at  length  attained.  It 
was  during  a  scene  of  family  affliction,  in  1816,  that 
the  dawnings  of  divine  light  and  love  were  kindled 
up  in  her  soul.  She  had,  however,  no  rapturous 
emotions,  and  was  ever  kept  humble  by  a  deep 
sense  of  sin.  During  that  and  the  following  years, 
she  read  Newton's  Hymns  with  great  delight,  and 
marked  the  hymn  beginning — 

"  I  asked  the  Lord  that  I  might  grow 
In  faith,  and  love,  and  every  grace  5 
Might  more  of  his  salvation  knovi', 
And  seek  more  earnestly  his  face." 

This  she  often  afterward  sung  and  repeated,  as 
expressive  of  those  months  and  years  of  spiritual 
darkness.  It  pleased  God  at  length  to  grant  her 
very  clear  evidence  of  his  love.  Yet  it  w^as  only 
while  actively  engaged  in  his  cause,  that  his  com- 
forts delighted  her  soul.  She  made  a  public  pro- 
fession of  religion  near  the  close  of  the  year  1816, 
and  from  that  period  till  the  hour  of  her  departure 
from  earth,  she  brought  forth  the  precious  fruits  of 
a  devoted  life. 

Her  last  sickness  was  short  and  distressing.  Ac- 
customed to  see  God  in  every  thing,  she  saw  him  at 
once  on  this  trying  occasion,  saying  with  great  em- 
phasis, "It  is  the  Lord,  let  him  do  what  seemeth 
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him  good."  She  observed  on  the  very  day  of  her 
attack,  "I  think  this  maybe  my  last  sickness;"  and 
when  told  that  there  was  nothing  alarming,  she  said, 
"  It  may  be  so,  but  it  becomes  me  to  set  my  house 
in  order."  As  the  disease  increased,  her  hope  and 
her  confidence  in  God  grew  brighter.  She  had  been 
for  many  years  sowing  in  tears,  and  she  was  now 
beginning  to  reap  in  joy.  She  observed,  on  the 
Sabbath  before  her  death,  that  at  the  commence- 
ment of  her  illness,  whether  it  was  the  effect  of  dis- 
ease, she  was  unable  to  tell,  she  could  not  see  so 
clearly  that  blessed  union  and  harmony  between 
her  Father,  her  Redeemer  and  her  Sanctifier,  as 
she  had  desired,  but  this  day,  she  observed,  "  I 
have  had  their  united  presence  circling  around  me  ; 
and  0,  that  bright  circle  comes  nearer  and  nearer 
to  me."  When  at  her  request  those  lines  were 
sung — 

"  His  hand  shall  smooth  my  rug-ged  v,ay,  ' 

And  lead  me  to  the  realms  of  day, 
To  milder  skies  and  brighter  scenes, 
Where  everlasting'  pleasure  reigns,"— 

her  mortal  voice  broke  forth  and  joined  with  rap- 
ture. 

Her  resignation  to  God's  holy  will  was  remarka- 
ble. On  the  same  sabbath,  she  said  it  would  be 
unspeakable  gain  for  her  to  go  home  to  her  heaven- 
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ly  Father ;  but  still  she  would  be  willing  to  live  to 
be  old  and  greyheaded,  if  there  was  any  thing  more 
for  her  to  do ;  and  added  if  there  was  any  thing  for 
which  she  more  particularly  desired  to  live,  it  was 
to  see  a  maternal  association  formed ;  and  request- 
ed that  it  might  be  done  without  any  delay.  Many 
here  can  testify  with  what  solicitude  before  her 
illness  she  sought  to  establish  such  an  association, 
that  mothers  might  have  the  privilege  of  meeting 
together,  to  consult  for  the  best  interests  of  their 
beloved  children,  and  to  implore  heaven's  blessing 
upon  them.  She  was  also  desirous  of  forming  a 
benevolent  society,  in  order  to  contribute  something 
to  the  great  design  of  converting  the  world.  Her 
anxiety  in  behalf  of  these  objects  attended  her  in 
her  dying  moments.  It  is  hoped  it  will  be  remem- 
bered and  felt  by  those,  on  whom  the  duty  of  sus- 
taining benevolent  associations  in  this  place  now 
devolves. 

While  distressing  pains  attended  her,  she  spoke 
of  the  affecting  description  of  the  refiner's  fire  in 
the  prophecy  of  Malachi.  "I  am  in  the  furnace," 
she  said,  "but  my  Redeemer  sits  by  me,  and  I  shall 
be  tried  no  longer  than  the  great  Refiner  and  Puri- 
fier sees  fit."  The  short  prayer  of  Philip  Henry 
was  repeated  to  her — "When  the  flail  of  affliction 
is  upon  me,  let  me  not  be  as  the  chaff"  that  flies  in 
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thy  face,  but  like  the  wheat  that  lies  at  thy  feet ;" 
and  she  said,  "That  is  just  the  prayer  for  me." 
She  often  requested  that  a  short  passage  of  scrip- 
ture might  be  read  or  repeated  to  her.  A  single 
thought,  as  her  strength  failed  her,  was  all  she 
needed  at  one  time.  She  wanted  a  little  of  that 
heavenly  food  set  before  her,  by  which  she  had 
been  nourished  so  long. 

She  spoke  frequently  of  going  home  to  her  Fa- 
ther's house,  and  observed,  "  If  the  spirits  of  our 
departed  pious  friends  are  ever  permitted  to  minis- 
ter to  those,  who  hope  they  are  on  the  way  there, 
it  is  and  long  has  been  my  earnest  prayer  that  the 
spirit  of  my  dear  brother  Washington*  may  minister 
to  me  and  accompany  me  there.  And,  if  we  are 
permitted  to  know  each  other,  0  what  a  meeting 
shall  he  and  I  have  in  heaven  !" 

A  short  time  before  she  expired,  she  requested 
that  there  might  be  singing  ;  and  lifting  up  her  dy- 
ing voice,  commenced,  in  the  use  of  the  following 
words  : — 

"  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress. 
Nor  sill  nor  death  shall  reach  the  placej 
No  groans  shall  mingle  with  the  songs, 
That  warble  from  immortal  tongues." 

*  Mr.  Washinglon  Choate  died,  Feb.  27,  1822,  aged  22  years,  while  a  member  of 
the  Junior  Class  in  Dartmouth  College.  He  was  a  young  man  of  great  promise} 
distinguished  for  his  piety,  his  talents,  and  for  his  attainments  in  knowledge.  He 
was  greatly  endeared  to  his  friends,  and  his  death  was  deeply  lamented. 
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She  took  a  final  farewell  of  her  friends,  calling 
each  one  by  name  ,  and,  when  this  was  done,  add- 
ed, ^^  Now  pray. ^^ 

During  her  sickness  she  often  repeated  the  fol- 
lowing verse  of  Watts'  17th  Psalm — 

"  O  glorious  hour !  O  blest  abode  ! 
I  shall  be  near,  and  like  my  God  ! 
And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  soul." 

It  seemed  to  contain  a  sovereign  balm  for  all  her 
wounds. 

Near  the  close  she  dwelt  much  on  the  fact,  that 
Christians  are  members  of  the  same  family.  It  had 
never  appeared  so  real  to  her  before,  and  she  ex- 
pressed her  astonishment  that  she  had  not  sooner 
realized  it.  "Yes,"  said  she,  "we  shall  still  be 
members  of  the  same  happy  family,  for  God  is  our 
Father." 

During  the  last  twenty-four  hours  of  her  life,  she 
seemed  to  stand  by  the  side  of  Jordan's  cold  stream. 
Her  mind,  by  reason  of  the  pains  that  must  attend 
dissolving  nature,  would  sometimes  wander  for  a 
moment ;  but  she  retained  her  reason  to  the  last, 
and  like  Bunyan's  Pilgrim,  stood  talking  on  the 
banks  of  the  river  with  those  who  were  about  her. 
But  the  last  moment  was  at  hand,  and,  in  the  early 
morning  watch,  she  took  her  flight.  "  Let  me  go, 
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for  the  day  breaketh,"  she  seemed  to  say,  and  her 
dismission  was  sweet  and  tranquil  as  the  opening 
light  of  the  morning; — so  tranquil,  indeed,  that 
the  precise  moment  of  her  departure  could  not  be 
determined. 

Thus  ended  the  life  of  this  lovely,  devoted  wo- 
man. "I  heard  a  voice  from  heaven,  saying  unto 
me,  write,  Blessed  are  the  dead  that  die  in  the 
Lord  from  henceforth :  yea,  saith  the  Spirit,  that 
they  may  rest  from  their  labors ;  and  their  works 
do  follow  them." 

To  you,  my  dear  brother,  the  partner  of  the  de- 
ceased, this  is  a  solemn  scene.  We  well  know  that 
a  heart  like  yours  must  deeply  feel.  Well  may  you 
say,  like  one  of  old  while  in  deep  affliction,  "  Have 
pity  upon  me,  have  pity  upon  me,  0  ye  my  friends, 
for  the  hand  of  God  hath  touched  me."  We  do, 
my  dear  sir,  feel  for  you,  and  feel  with  you.  The 
beloved  people  of  your  charge,  who  are  witnesses 
to  your  sorrows,  and  with  whom  in  so  many  in- 
stances you  have  mingled  your  tears  and  your 
prayers  in  seasons  of  bereavement  and  trial,  sympa- 
thize with  you.  We,  your  brethren  in  the  Christian 
ministry,  who  have  had  so  many  opportunities  to  be 
acquainted  with  your  departed  companion,  and  to 
receive  so  much  of  her  Christian  kindness,  sympa- 
thize with  you  on  this   mournful  occasion.      And, 
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more  than  all,  we  believe  that  he,  who  wept  at  the 
grave  of  Lazarus,  sympathizes  with  you ;  that  he 
will  be  present  with  you  to  comfort  and  to  bless 
you,  while  passing  through  a  scene  so  afflicting  to 
your  heart.  We  look  on  these  precious  remains, 
my  brother,  and  we  weep.  No  tender  expressions 
beam  from  a  countenance,  once  so  benignant  and  so 
kind.  But  when  we  contemplate  the  ransomed 
spirit,  borne  by  attending  angels  to  the  bosom  of 
the  Savior,  and  already  taking  part  in  the  high  and 
holy  praises  of  heaven,  we  cannot  but  rejoice  and 
be  thankful.  Go  forward,  my  beloved  brother,  in 
your  great  and  sacred  work.  Let  the  deep  afflic- 
tion you  feel  bring  you  nearer  to  your  God  and  Re- 
deemer. Be  faithful  until  death,  and  you,  with 
many  of  those  to  whom  you  minister,  shall  enter 
that  bright  world,  where  partmg  scenes  are  known 
no  more. 

The  children  of  the  deceased  are  called  to  sustain 
a  great  loss.  Your  departed  mother,  my  dear 
young  friends,  was  deeply  interested  in  you.  She 
loved  you  with  the  tenderest  maternal  affection, 
and  she  was  ever  deeply  solicitous  to  do  you  good. 
Often  has  she  wept  for  you  "  when  none  but  God 
was  near."  Her  desires,  her  instructions,  her 
prayers  were  directed  to  the  precious  interests  of 
your  souls.     0,  remember  her  counsels.     "Be  kind 
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and  tender  hearted  one  toward  another."  Endea- 
vor to  comfort  your  bereaved  and  afflicted  father. 
Obey  his  precepts.  Love  the  Savior.  Thus  will 
you  be  prepared  to  die  and  dwell  forever  in  heaven. 

To  the  mother  of  our  dear  departed  friend,  we 
tender  the  consolations  of  the  gospel  in  this  trying 
hour.  Lean  on  your  Savior's  arm,  while  sorrows 
press  so  heavily  upon  you.  Be  thankful  even  now, 
that  you  had  such  a  daughter  ;  that  you  were  per- 
mitted to  be  the  mother  of  one,  who  was  so  beloved 
and  so  useful  in  life,  so  peaceful  in  death ;  and  who, 
as  we  believe,  is  an  heir  of  heaven.  "We  com- 
mend you  to  God  and  to  the  word  of  his  grace." 

To  the  brothers  and  sisters  of  the  deceased,  I 
would  only  say,  imitate  the  example  of  her,  who 
loved  you  so  well,  and  who  was  so  much  endeared 
to  your  hearts,  so  far  as  it  accorded  with  the  teach- 
ings of  eternal  truth.  Live  as  she  lived.  Prepare 
to  depart  as  peacefully  as  she  departed.  0  think 
much  of  that  closing  scene,  so  full  of  instruction,  so 
full  of  hope.  Her  departure  was  like  a  peaceful 
sleep. 

•'  O  'Iwas  not  dying  : 
II  was  a  sweet  transition,  change  from  pain, 
And  toil  and  sorrow,  to  tliat  bolter  slate, 
Where  sin  no  more  perplexes,  and  where  death 
Holds  no  dominion." 

This  church,  of  which  our  departed  friend  was  a 
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member,  have  now  occasion  for  deep  humility,  and 
for  unshaken  trust  in  God.  One  of  your  brightest 
ornaments,  my  Christian  friends,  has  left  your  sa- 
cred communion,  and  gone  to  unite  with  the  church 
triumphant  in  glory.  0  may  her  removal,  under 
circumstances  so  tender  and  so  solemn,  be  the 
means  of  bringing  blessings  to  you,  and  to  the  peo- 
ple of  this  place.  In  view  of  this  admonitory  and 
afflictive  event,  arise  and  call  upon  God.  Pray  for 
the  church ;  pray  for  the  impenitent.  Remember 
your  beloved  pastor  in  his  sorrows.  Hold  up  his 
hands  at  this  trying  hour,  by  your  Christian  kind- 
ness, and  by  your  constant  prayers.  Consider  that 
the  time  is  short.  Let  all  your  plans  be  formed 
with  reference  to  being  useful  on  earth,  and  to  be- 
ing prepared  for  eternal  scenes. 

To  all,  who  are  yet  impenitent,  this  sorrowful 
event  speaks  in  solemn  language.  You,  my  dear 
friends,  have  learned,  in  the  peaceful  and  trium- 
phant departure  of  her,  whose  precious  remains  are 
about  to  be  committed  to  the  dust,  how  the  Chris- 
tian dies.  It  was  her  religion  that  sustained  her  in 
the  closing  scene,  that  bade  her  happy  spirit  wel- 
come to  the  bliss  of  heaven.  This  same  religion 
you  need.  This  same  religion  you  must  possess,  or 
you  cannot  die  the  death  of  the  righteous.  Consid- 
er how  dreadful  it  is  to  live  without  hope,  to  die 
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without  preparation,  to  have  no  part  in  Christ ! 
0,  in  that  hour  when  your  immortal  spirits  are 
about  to  wing  their  way  into  the  eternal  world, 
who  can  sustain  your  fainting  heads,  who  can  gather 
your  souls  into  the  bosom  of  endless  rest,  but  the 
blessed  Savior ! 


